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The T rage die of Hamlet 

May one be pardond and retaine th’offence 
Jn the corrupted currents of this world. 

Offences gutlded hand may ftiowe by iufiice. 

And oft tis feene the wicked prize it felfe 
• Buyes out the lawe , but tis not fo aboue, 

There is no fhufling, there the aftion lies 
In his true nature, and weourfeluescompeld 
Euen to the teeth and forhead of our faults 
To giue in euidence, what then, whatrefts, 

Try what repentance can, what can it nor. 

Yet what can it, when one cannot repent^ 

O wretchedftare,obofomeblackeas death, 

0 limed foule, that ftruggling to be free, 

Art more ingaged ; helpe Angels make affay, 

Bowe ftubborne knees, and hart with firings of fieale. 
Be foft as finnewes of the new borne babe. 

Ail may be well. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ran. Now might I doe it, but now a is a praying, 
And nowIledoo’t,and fo a goes to heauen, 

And fo am I reuendge, that would be fcand 
A villaine kills my father, and for thar, 

1 his foie fonne, doe this fame villaine fend 
To heauen. 

Why, this is bafe and filly, not reuendge, 

A tooke my father grofl) full of bread, 

Withall his crimes braod blowne, as flufii as May, 
And how his audit fiands who knowes faue heauen,. 
But in our circumftance and courfe of thought, 

Tis heauy with him : and am I then r euendged 
To take him in the purging of his foule, 

Wheu he is fit and fealonctfor his pailage t 
No. 

Vp fword, and knowethou a more-horrid hent,. 
When he is drunke, a fleepe, or in his rage, 

Qr in th’inceftious pleafure of his bed, 

At game a fwcaring, or about fome aft 
Tlut has no reli Ih of faluation in’t*. 
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Prince of Denmark 

Then trip him that his heels may kick atheauen, 

And that his foule may be as damnd and black 

Ac hell whereto it goes *, my mother fiaies, 

Thi pSck but prolongs thy fickly daies. E x ,t. 

Jtwg. My words fly vp, my thoughts remaine belowe 
Words without thoughts neuer to heauen goe. &a. 

Enter Gertrud rind Volonius » 

Tol. A will come fir ait, looke you lay home to him, 

Tell himhispranckshauebeenetoobraodtobeare with, 

And thatyour grace hath fereend and flood betweene 

Much heate and him. He filence me euen heere, 

Pray you be round. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Gtr. lie wait you, feare me not, 

With-drawe,I heare him comming. 

Ham. Now mother, what’s the matter £ 

Ger. Hamlet, thou haft thy father much offended. 

Ham. Mother, you haue my father much offended. 

Ger. Come, come, you anfwere with anidie tongue. 

Ham. Goe, goe, you queflion with a wicked tongue. 

Ger. Why how now Hamlet s' 

Ham. What’s the matter now s’ 

Ger. H au e y ou forgot me f 
Ham. No by the rood not fo. 

You are the Queene, your husbands brothers wife. 

And would it were not fo, you are my mother. 

Ger. N ay, then lie fet thofc to you that can fpeake. 

Ham. Come, come, and fityou'downe,youfliallnotboudge. 

You goe not till I fet you vp a glafle 
Where you may fee the moft part of you. 

, Ger. What wilt thou doe, thou wilt not murther me, 

Helpe how. 

Pol. What how helpe. 

Ham. How now, a Rat, dead for a Duckat, dead. 

Tol. Olamflaine. 

Ger. O me, what haft thou done ? 

Ham. Nay I knowe not, is it the King ? 
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